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Chinese poets and painters are often at their best when
wine removes the inhibitions of scholarship and the tram-
mels of tradition. Li Po is called 'The Fairy in Exile* and
his poem on 'A Visit to Chong-nan' expresses his devotion
to a favourite haunt near the capital to which he escaped
when eunuchs, concubines, and courtiers were too much
for him:
It is evening. I come down the mountain in the blue darkness.
The moon seems to walk with me, and if one turns back to see how
far he has travelled he loses himself in the profundity of night. We
come holding hands to the threshold of a rustic hut. A young boy
opens a gate of withes; down a narrow path we make our way, and
the tufted bamboos shroud the entrance in mystery, while the green
shrubs brush our silk robes joyously. Joy seizes us that we are come
to so charming a retreat. We drink to one another in wine of
exquisite fragrance. I sing and sing, a song of the wind which
breathes across the pinesj and my spirit does not grow weary till the
Milky Way pales in the sky.
Li pc's love of solitude breathes also in this lyric on the
Ching-ting Peak:1
Flocks of birds have flown high and away;
A solitary drift of cloud, too, has gone wandering on.
And I sit alone with the Ching-ting Peak towering beyond,
We never grow tired of each other, the mountain and I.
For Li Po's affection Nature's only rivals were wine and
Tu Fu. Born in 712 he went as a boy to the court of
Ming-huang, and here found much to charm and captivate
eye and mind. Long afterwards in exile he was to turn
wistfully to these halcyon days in an enchanted city, a city
of lakes and canals, of gardens and parks, as well as of
palaces, art-galleries, and libraries.
And I that scan the distant view
Of torn white clouds and mountains blue,
Lift to the north my aching eyes:
'Tis there—'tis there the city lies.2
As Ujjain was 'the City' for Kalidasa, so for.Tu Fu was
L. A. Cranmer Byng, The 7wm of Asia, p. 127*	* Ibid., p. 154.

